I. Paris

The clear June sky was laced with a few threatening clouds. Montmartre
Square, usually crowded and noisy, was almost empty in the early afternoon
and looked like a painting of itself done in early morning, before the
crowds arrived. The tourist crowd had left, and Parisians who had not yet
fled the approaching German army had other concerns than climbing Montmartre
for their after-lunch coffee.

The funicular from the boulevard to the Sacre Coeur was no longer
operating. By the time Bruno and Brenda had climbed the steep stone stairs
they had little breath for conversation. From the esplanade in front
of the church they could see the almost deserted streets, occasionally
crossed by a car loaded with household objects.

Once on the Square they sought a café with an outdoor terrace. The red
painted tables and chairs and the yellow umbrellas, bright among the skinny
old locust trees, contrasted with the grayish walls of the buildings dotted
with dark green shutters. Bruno chose a table and tilted the umbrella toward
the sun, saying "This should shelter us from either sun or rain.”

"How shrewd of you,"

said Brenda, settling contentedly in her chair.

Her accent, British public school but not affectedly so--she was the daughter

of an Oxford linguist--contrasted with Bruno's, heavy with central European

intonations. A suspicion of mockery in Brenda's remark made him belligerent.
"Weather strategy is of course easier than life strategy,”" he said curtly.

Just above average height, with powerful shoulders and dark unruly hair, he

looked more like a soccer player than a mathematician, which he was. Next

to Brenda--tall, ash blonde, with thin pointed features--he might have been

taken for a coach or a bodyguard. His dark suit, too heavy for the time of

the year, contrasted with Brenda's casual summer dress.



They had met a few weeks earlier and had found it easy to be with each
other. Brenda agrged to help him practice his Engiish at meals and during
their leisurely walks fhrough Paris, in exchange for help in translating a
few articles for her thesis. They liked each other, sparred verbally, and
ﬁade 1o§é although they were not lovers. They both had other, older emotional
ties to persons currently absent. Hers was an inmate of a French camp for
Spanish loyalists. His lover, a fellow student from his university years, had
been caught in the maelstrom of Eastern European politics and had been for
years an inmate in various jails and concentration camps.

The conversation resumed after the beer they had ordered arrived. The subject,
of course, was leaving: leaving Paris, that is, as hundreds of thousands were
doing on that twelfth day of June 1940, Leaving or staying on. Brenda's
mind was made up: she would stay.

"I may be able to help him, you know. And then, some of us ought to stay
aﬁd write abéut it, later on. I keep a diary.”

."That may hurt you if they found it."

"They? You think so? But I write down only facts, no names."

"Don't you think they could make you tell names?"

"Maybe. Will it actually come to that? Here? Has anyone ever tried to
make you talk?"

"No, I never was tested that way. Anyhow, I never kept diaries, only
mathematics notebooks. I mailed some off to Princeton last month, for safe-
keeping."

"Yes. You wish to save algebra, I prefer to preserve events. Memories."
Brenda made a long pause. Bruno was scribbling symbols on a paper placemat,

then smearing them off with frost from his beer glass. His gestures betrayed



the gonflict going'bn in his mind.

"What would I do if I went to America? Start a new diary?" Brenda went
on. "Or to England, for that matter? Drive an ambulance and long for France?
You should leave, though."

"I know. Princeton, Einstein, those are my realities. What keeps me here?
Evéﬁ her memory is fading, after all these years. And yet . . . "

"Yet?"

"Leaving is the reasonzble thing, you see, yvet staying seems the right thing -
to do. It's hard to explain why. I recall a story, a novel about Rome undér
Marcus Aurelius. A young patriqian, at a time of persecution, starts going
to underground Christian meetings just to flirt with a girl. But going to the
meetings, even without being Christian, builds up in the young man a; unsuspected
bond to the group. So, when the ax falls and the group is arrested, he cannot
bring himself to sacrifice on the pagan altar, and goes to his destruétioh. For
nothing.f

"For pride, maybe?"

"Rather for a subtle human commitment."

"What‘commitment would keep you here? Your woman? or I? We are neither of
us part of your reality."

"It is hard to say. Maybe a commitment to Europe, old and threatened."

"Can you afford that luxury,.jﬁst in order to test yourself?"

"The reasonable path is also a luxury if it will have to be paid in currency
of guilt." Bruno paused and readjusted the umbrella before continuing. "And
then there is something else. Fear. Fear of being afraid."

The afternoon héd warmed up. Some tables had filled up, mostly with young
peopie idle in the paralyzed city. A red-haired fellow, probably a high-school

student, was listlessly playing on an accordian. Bruno ordered more beer. The



waiter mumbled something about thunder. Although the sky was now ﬁerfectly
clear, a distant rumble could actually be heard. Brenda, who had driven an
ambulance in Spain, was first to recognize it.

"Field artillery. They must be this side of Chantilly. Twenty or thirty
kilometers away. Will this help?"

"Help?"

YHelp you make up your mind."

Bruno had stood up, a bit jittery, and was searching the sky as if looking
for storm clouds that could account for the rumble of thunder. Brenda laughed,
teasingly but not unkindly.

"You see now why you éannot»stay? To stay would mean being passive, waiting
around, letting the storm drench you. The initiative--the opposition, as you
chess players call it--would be theirs. You are not made for that.  You jump
up, you question the thunder. You need to act. But in a dream, in a nightmare
one cannot aiways act. . I am willing to wait. But I don't believe you can."

"Can one run away from fear and from one's roots and still keep one's
self respect?"

Brenda's reply was spoken very deliberately. "Physical fear is the only
respectable fear. It serves the preservation instinct. The other fear is only
a concern for one's self image. A sentimental twist, not worth twopence in
real life currency. Your currency of guilt is completely valueless."

"So, you think that wﬂat keeps me her is just an edge of my ego caught in
a revolving door." He looked at Brenda whose hair was catching the warm
reflection of the sun from a window frame. "If I loved you, would I stay?"

"If I loved you, I would go where you are going," Brenda replied.

"Am I going?"

"Of course you are. Never mind your unwillingness to admit it. Yours is

a perfectly respectable little drama, a conflict between what you have been and



what &ou are becomigg. The urge to become has already won."

They had left éhe café and &ere descending the Rue Lépic. On the cobble-
stones the sound of their steps merged with the distant sound of gunfire. 1In
the early sunset the city was gray and gold. From the hilltop the.windows
reflecte& the»sun rays onto the lead roofs farther down the slope.

As they approached the métrq station Brﬁno stopped and watched Brenda walk -
the last few steps: how self-possessed she ﬁas, how different from himself, and:
yet how much a part of somethiﬁg he‘longéd to be. He rejoined her and took -
her hand, which reéponded with a reassuring grip. In the station entrance
Brenda said:

"You better hurry. I think I'11 walk down toward the Opéra. Let's say
goodbye here." Her kiss was sisterly but warm.

"We shall meet agaiﬁ, soon,'" Bruno said unconvincingly;

"Of course, you sentimental ass. Come to tea. After it's over."







































